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prudence of twenty-eight 
years of experience, carefully 
deposited the unmasticated 
fraction of his apple beside an 
uneaten one in his manger 
before remarking reflectively : 
''She's a thoroughbred; but 
she's not the beauty her 
mother was at the same age." 

'' Fie 1 " reproved one of the 
cobs: ''how can you be so 
ungallant, when she always 
gives you an extra apple or 
piece of sugar ? " 

"I call it shameful unfair- 
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plaintively; '*and, what's 
more, she always kisses you." 

Reveille, who meantime had 
swallowed his first apple, 
looked up with a lofty smile of 
superiority. Then he slowly 
winked his off eye, remarked, 
''Naturally, you don't under- 
stand it," and fell to lipping 
his second apple caressingly, 
previous to the decisive 
crunch. '' See if that doesn't 
drive the women wild," he 
cogitated, with a grin. 

''Now isn't that just like a 
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"Lay you a peck of oats to | 


a quart that the girls get | 


... ' that secret out of him," ^ El 


whispered the Major's saddle- | 


horse, who, as a Kentuckian | 


of thoroughbred stock, had 


sporting and race-track 


/ proclivities. t| 


"Not with me!" denied the H 


second cob. " Besides, no | 


gentleman ever bets on a cer- | 


tainty. Gaze at the self-satis- {] 


tied look on the old fool's phiz. 


■ Lord 1 how a pretty face and | 


figure, combined with flattery, Q 
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can come it round the old 
ones I " 

There could be no doubt 
about it. Reveille was smirk- 
ing, though trying not to des- 
perately; and to aid his at- 
tempt, he went on, with a 
pretence of unconscious mus- 
ing, as if he were still in the 
past : "Yes ; we are ruled by 
our imaginations, and, con- 
sequently, though 1 have 
reached the honourable but 
usually neglected period in 
life which retires an officer 
■3 
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and a horse from active ser- 
vice, I get a box-stall and extra 
rations and perquisites." 

" How rarely is the story- 
telling faculty united with the 
philosophical mind I " solilo- 
quised Bubbles to the rafters. 

"And how rarely," rejoined 
Lassie, "are those two quali- 
ties combined with a finished, 
yet graphic, style I " 

" 1 would gladly tell you 
that story," said the old war- 
horse, " but it isn't one to l 
repeated. Every horse wl 
M 
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isn't a cow— to make an Irish 
bull, which, by the bye, is a 
very donkeyish form of joke — 
has done certain things that 
he has keenly regretted, even 
though he believes that he 
acted for the good— just as 
brave soldiers will act as spies, 
honourabie lawyers defend a 
scoundrel, and good women 
give 'at homes.'" 

"What a decadence there 
has been in true wit I " re- 
marked Lassie, apropos of 
nothing. " It is such a pleas- 
15 
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ure to be put next a horse at 
dinner whose idea of humour 
was formed before youthful 
pertness was allowed to mas- 
querade as wit." 
"It is a mortification to me 
to this day," went on Re- 
veille, "even though the out- 
come has justified me. You 
know what our equine code 
of honour is— how we won't 
lie or trick or steal or kill, as 
the humans do. Well, for 
nearly two months I was as 
false and tricky as a man." 
i6 
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irbidly extreme view of 
lat is at most but a pecca- 
lo." 

This, alas 1 was no pecca- 
0," sighed Reveilie, "as 
A will acknowledge alter 
I ring it." 

1 may be a colt, but I'm 
: a dolt," sneered the polo 
ly to himself. "As if we 
rent all aware that the gar- 
Dus old fool has been itch- 
to inflict his long tail upon 
for the last ten minutes." 
My one consolation," con- 
i8 
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tinued Reveille, "is that the 
roan filly was in the traces 
with me and an equal culprit 



" I thought that one of the 
sex of Adam would saddle it 
on a woman before he got 
through," interjected the cob. 

" Chercbe:( la femme ! " 
laughed the polo pony, de- 
lighted to trot out his French. 

"All I meant to suggest, 
ladies and gentlemen," af- 
firmed Reveille, reflectively, 
"is that a woman is an ex- 
19 
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cuse for anything. If this 
world is a fine world, it is be- 
cause she pulls the reins more 
often for good than for bad." 

*' 'Those who always praise 
woman know her but little ; 
those who always blame her 
know her not at all,'" quoted 
the worldly-wise Kentuckian. 

Reveille swallowed the last 
fragment of his second apple, 
cleared his throat and be- 
gan :— 

'Mt was after Five Forks, 
where my Captain got a ma- 

20 
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jor's oak-leaf added to his 
shoulder-straps, and a Minie 
ball in his arm, that the thing 
began. When he came out of 
the hospital — long before he 
should have, for the bone had 
been shattered, and took its 
own time to knit— we hung 
about Washington, swearing 
at our bad luck, my iVlajor 
suffering worse than a docked 
horse in fly-time from the little 
splinters of bone that kept 
working out, and I eating my 
head off in — " 
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" Ah, don't stop there I " 
begged one of the ladies. 

"Get a gait on you," ex- 
horted the cob. 

Reveille sighed again softly, 
shook his head, and then came 
baclc to the present. 

"'May you never lack for 
oats and grass,' said 1, greet- 
ing them in my most affable 
style. 

" ' May you die in clover,' 
responded the grey, nodding 
politely. 

" ' May you have all the 
23 
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sugar you desire,' added the 
filly, sweetly, and greeting me 
with a graceful toss of the 
head. That told me that a 
woman belonged to her, for 
men never give sugar. Some- 
times, on a forced march, my 
Major used to divide his ration 
of hardtack with me ; but I 
never tasted sugar until— well, 
we mustn't get ahead too 
fast." 
" No danger, while he is do- 
ing the lipping," grumbled the 
disagreeable cob. 
24 
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" ' J see by your saddle that 
you are in the service,' re- 
marl<ed the big grey. ' I am 
not so fortunate. Between 
ourselves, I think the fellow I 
let ride me would do anything 
sooner than fight — though, 
now it's all over, he says if 
he'd returned from Europe in 
time he should havegone into 
the army.' 

" I shook my head deject- 
edly. ' I'm very much off my 
feed,' I told them. ' My Major 
is not able to ride, and won't 

25 
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be for a long time, so 
ribiy afraid I've been 
really wouldn't have 
it of him 1 ' 

" ' What things m: 
pable of doing ! ' sij 
filly, with tears of s; 
in her eyes, 

'"Cheer up, comrai 
the grey, consolingly 
if you are sold, you r 
worse off. You are si 
die-horse, and as Mi: 
and 1 both have good 
you probably will I 
26 
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1 can't tell you how my heart 
jumped with joy, and how 
my ears went forward, when 
I saw that one of them was 
my Major. For the instant I 
was so happy that 1 felt like 
kicking up ; but the next mo- 
ment 1 was ready to die with 
mortification at the thought of 
how I had cheapened him to 
strangers. Think of my say- 
ing such things to them of the 
best man that ever lived I 

" 'That 's my Major,' 1 told 

them, arching my neck and 

28 
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flicking my tail with pride. 
' He held the Weldon railroad 
without — ' " 

" But you told us a little 
while ago," protested Lassie, 
"that — " 

"Yes, yes," hastily broke in 
the story-teller with a note 
of deprecation in his voice. 
"Don't you see, girls, that 
having just belittled him, I 
had to give him the credit of 
it, though really we horses — 
But there, 1 won't go into that 
now." 

ii 
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" That much is saved !" mut- 
tered the cob. 

"Walpole," said the polo 
pony, " well described a cer- 
tain period of life when he de- 
nied that a man was in his 
dotage, but suggested that he 
was in his 'anecdotage.'" 

" It was far from my inten- 
tion—" Reveille began, with 
dignity. 

" I do wish you would brid' 

your tongues, the two of you 

snapped Bubbles. "It's ju 

what 1 should expect of a cc 

32 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

tery held the Weldon railroad 
without any infantry sup- 
ports,' 1 told them, adding, 
'Sheridan's right-hand man. 
Perfect devil at fighting, and 
the kindest human in the 
world.' 

" The roan filly, being a 
woman, answered : ' He looks 
both ; ' but the grey, being 
something more stupid, re- 
marked : ' Then what made 
you think he had sold you ? ' 

"'Dear Mr. Solitaire,' cried 

the mare, 'you must know 

34 
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Filly built, right through — 
just made to be shown off by 
a habit ; hair as smooth as a 
mare's coat, and as long and 
thick as an undocked tail ; 
eyes — oh, well, halter it I 
there is no use trying to de- 
scribe her eyes, or her nose, 
or her mouth, or her smile. 
She was just the dearest, love- 
liest darling that I ever did 
see I 

" Mr. Lewis was putting her 

up, while my poor dear stood 

watching them, with a look 

J6 
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Major Moran?' asked Mr. 
Lewis, when he had helped 
Miss Fairley mount. 

" 'Thanks, no,' answered my 
pal, rather curtly, 1 thought ; 
and putting his left hand on 
me, into the saddle he vaulted. 
But he was foolish to do it, as 
he said ' Ouch I ' below his 
breath ; and he must have 
turned pale, for Miss Fairley 
cried out, ' Mr. Lewis, quick I 
He 's going to faint I ' 

"'Nothing of the kind, 'de- 
nied my backer, giving a good 
58 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

imitation laugh, even while 
his hand gripped my neclt and 
I felt him swerve in the saddle. 
'Miss Fairley, 1 will not let 
even you keep mean interest- 
ing invalid. If there was any 
fighting left, I should long 
since have been ordered to 
the front by the surgeons; but 
now they wink their eyes at 
shirking.' 

*" I told you you ought not 

to go, and now I 'm sure of it,' 

urged IVliss Fairley. ' You 'II 

never be able to control such 

39 




,!___. 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

a superb and spirited horse 
with only your left arm.' " 

" Bet that 's a subsequent 
piece of embroidery," whis- 
pered the polo pony to his 
nearest neighbor. 

' ' Now, 1 have to confess that 
I had come out of the stable 
feeling full of friskiness, and I 
had n't by any means worked 
it off on the orderly, much of 
a dance as I'd given him. But 
the way 1 put a check-strap 
on my spirits and dropped 
my tail and ears and head 
40 
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was a circumstance, 1 tell 
you. 

" ' There is not the slightest 
cause for alarm,' my confrere 
answered her. ' The old scamp 
has an inclination to lose his 
head in battle, but he's steady 
enough as a roadster.' 

" ' 1 really wish, though, that 
you wouldn't insist on com- 
ing,' persisted Miss Fairley, 
anxiously. ' You know — ' 

"'Of course, Miss Fairley,' 

interrupted my Major, with a 

nasty little laugh, ' if you pre- 

41 
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went from bad to worse. He 
wasn't even aware that he had 
been shockingly rude, and 
never so much as apologised 
for his speech. When Miss 
Fairiey did n't asl< him to ride 
with them the next day, he 
ordered me saddled, and joined 
them on the road; and this he 
did again and again, though 
she was dreadfully cool to him. 
My dear seemed unable to be- 
have. He couldn't be himself. 
He was rude to Mr. Lewis, 
sulky to Miss Fairiey, and kept 
43 
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rein on me. That 
;heonlytimeinmy 
le rode me steadily 
>. My grief I how 
I ache ! " 

t would now," in- 
)e cob, sull<ily. Let 
ere that horses are 
sweet-natured,but 
lar one was devel- 
jlint, and was in- 

)SS. 

! a nag, "requested 
mares. 

fiilyalwaysblamed 
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edge. He began to ride before 
he ought, and though I did my 
best to be ea$y, I suppose that 
every moment in the saddle 
must have caused him intense 
pain. Finally, he had entered 
himself for the running only 
after Mr. Lewis had turned the 
first mile-post and had secured 
the inside track. 1 really think, 
if ever a man was justified in 
fretting on the bit my chum 
was. 

"At the end ol the week 

Miss Gaiety bade me good- 

46 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

bye. ' I heard Mr. Fairley say 
that we could now go back to 
Yantic; that 's where we live, 
you know,' she told me. ' It's 
been a long job getting our 
claim for uniforms andblankets 
allowed, but the controller 
signed a warrant yesterday. 
I'm really sorry that we are to 
be separated. If your asso- 
ciate had behaved decently, 
you might have been asked to 
visit us.' 
"'Yes,' announced the big 
grey; 'Miss Fairley has asked 
47 



SSB^^S^BS 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

the bully who rides me and 
myself to spend a few days 
with you next week. 1 sup- 
pose they 'II settle it then.' 
" But the officer and horse 
who commanded the battery 
which held the Weldon rail- 
road were n't going to be 
beaten as easily as that, you 
may be sure I When 1 took 
my rider back to the stable 
that afternoon, I heard him say 
to the orderly: ' Jackson, 1 'm 
going North next week, and 
shall want Reveille to start 
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before me. I 'm in too much 
pain to give you your orders 
now, but come round to- 
morrow morning and get your 
instructions.' 

"Yantic was nothing but a 
little village clustered about a 
great woollen-mill, without 
any stable or hotel to live in, 
so we had to put up at Nor- 
wich, a place seven miles 
away; and it was a case of 
put up, I tell you, in both food 
and attendance! For a decently 
brought-up horse to come 
49 
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such an extent that I retorted, 
' I can't say much for the taste 
of your woman I ' 
"'No,' assented the filly; 'if 
what you and Mr. Solitaire 
say is true, she's taking the 
worse of the two. But then, 
a human can't help it. If you 
covered a horse all over with 
clothes, do you think any one 
would know much about him ? 
Moreover, two-thirds of what 
men do or say is said or done 
only to fool a woman. How 
can a girl help making mis- 

52 
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takes, when she's got nothing 
to go by but talk ? Why, look 
at it. Your Major seems balky 
most of the time, won't talk 
half of it, and when he does, 
says the things he should n't; 
while Mr. Lewis is always 
affable, talks well, and 
pays indirect compliments 
better than any man 1 ever 
met.' 

" ' If she could only be told I' 
I groaned. 

" ' She would be, if I could 

talk,' sighed the mare. 'I'd let 

5i 
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her know how he treats his 
horses I ' 

" ' Miss Gaiety,' I ejaculated, 
* I 've got an idea. * 

" ' What ? ' she demanded. 

'"Wait a bit till I've had 
time to think it out,' said I. 
' Gettysburg wasn't fought in 
five minutes.' 

" ' Gettysburg was a big 
thing,' she answered. 

" 'So 's my idea,' I told her. 

" In the meantime my Major 

was explaining to IVliss Fairley 

that the government had sent 

54 
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a minute, however, a groom 
brought the filly and the grey 
round to the door, and with 
them came Sagitta, the Russian 
wolf-hound, whom, it seems, 
Mr. Lewis had brought from 
Europe, and had j ust presented 
to Miss Fairley. 
''After the barest greetings, 
I unfolded my scheme. M 
don't know,' said I, ' what Mr. 
Sagitta thinks, but we three 
are a spike-team in agreeing 
that Mr. Lewis is a brute.' 
I bow-wow to that/ as- 
58 
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sented the dog. ' He kicked 
me twice, coming up yester- 
day, because I was afraid to 
go up the steps of the bag- 
gage-car.' 

" ' So far as we can see he is 
going to win Miss Fairley,' I 
continued. ' As Miss Gaiety 
says she 's a dear, 1 think we 
ought to prevent it.' 

" ' Very pretty,' says the 
grey; 'but, may 1 ask, who is 
to interfere and put the hob- 
bles on him ? ' 

" ' Wearetotell her he's cruel.' 
59 
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" 'She won't understand us, 
if we tell her till doomsday. 
These humans are so stupid I 
growled Sagitta. 

" ' That's where my idea 
comes in,' I bragged— a little 
airily, it is to be feared. ' We 
can't, of course, tell it to hei 
in words, but we can act it.' 

" ' Eh ?' exclaimed the filly, 
with a sudden look of intelli- 
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** Presently out came the 
three, and then the fun began. 
Mr. Lewis stepped forward to 
mount Felicia, and at once 
Miss Gaiety backed away, 
snorting. Then the groom 
left us, and tried to hold her; 
but not a bit of it ; every 
time Mr. Lewis tried to ap- 
proach she 'd get wild. 

'' Finally my Major joined in 
by walking over to help, and 
the mare at once put her head 
round and rubbed it against 
him, and stood as quiet as a 

62 
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dging from him. Out oi 
; lawn they went, cutting i 

badly, then into Miss Fair 
''s pet bed of roses, thai 
lashing into the shrubberies 
ever saw better acting. Anj 
e would have sworn th< 
rse was half dead witi 
5ht. 

It didn't take very much o 
s to make Lewis lose al 
f control. 

' You cursed mule I ' h< 
led, his face white witl 
ssion ; ' if I had a decen 
64 
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very fast and her cheeks were 
white, while her hands trem- 
bled almost as much as Soli- 
taire had. Her face wore a 
queer look as she continued : 
' I — excuse me, Mr. Lewis, but 
I could n't bear to see you 
strike him. He— 1 don't think 
he— something has frightened 
him. Please give him just a 
moment.' Then she turned to 
my dear, saying, ' Perhaps you 
can calm him, Major Moran?' 
" 1 should think he could I 
Talk of lambs 1 Well, that 
68 
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face as she watched the whole 
thing. 

" Well, they discussed what 
they called 'the mystery,'and 
finally agreed that they 
couldn't ride that afternoon, 
so we horses were sent down 
to the stable, and the three 
went back to the verandah. 
Sagitta told me afterward what 
happened there. 

"'Come here, pup,' calls 
Lewis to him, the moment 
they were seated. 

" Sagitta backed away two . 
72 
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Steps, bristling up, and growl- 
ing a bit. 

" ' Come here, you brute I ' 
ordered Lewis hotly, rising. 

"Sagitta crouched a little, 
drew his lips away from his 
fangs, and pitched his growl 
'way down in his throat. 

" ' Look out I That dog 
means mischief,' cried my 
Major, 
i " ' Are the animals pos- 
sessed?' roared Lewis, his 
voice as angry as Sagitta's 
snarl, yet stepping backwards, 
73 
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' '■ for it looked asifthedogwere 


about to spring. 


^ ■ , " But my Major did n't re- , ., ' 


- treat— not he 1 He sprang be- '■". ■ 


tween the wolf-hound and " " 


Miss Fairley. 'Down, sir I ' he 


ordered sharply; and Sagitta 


dropped his lips and his bris- 


tles, and came right up to him. 


wagging his tail and trying to 


. lick his hand. ;.' . 


J " ' Is n't it extraordinary ? ' C'. 
.,> ,' cried Miss Fairley, with a '. . 
crease in her forehead. ' Here, 
Sagitta 1 ' 
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"Miss Fairley, be careful!' 
pleaded my Major ; but there 
wasn't the slightest necessity. 
Sagitta was by her side like a 
flash, and was telling her how 
he loved her, in every way 
that dog could. And there he 
stayed till Lewis came for- 
ward, when he backed away 
again, snarling. 

"Now, in all their Washing- 
ton intercourse my Major had 
been the surly one; but in the 
interval he had evidently had 
time to realise his mistake, and 
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must correct it. 
he was n't de- ■ 
thadjust taken 
ay, that after- 
s pleasant and 
Bw how to be \ 
1 Well, I ac- 
d had enough 
Tian mad, and 
he was Cross, 
out disagree- 
a disagreeable 
sagreeableface' , 
i\ exhibition of [ 
;itta said. 
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ently. When we were brought 
round to the door, there was 
Mr. Lewis with a pair of 
cruelly big rowelled spurs on 
his boots, a brutal Mexican 
quirt in his hand, and a look 
on his face to match the two. 
Of course the grey gave him a 
lot of trouble in mounting, but 
we had already planned a dif- 
ferent policy ; and so, after 
enough snorting and trembling 
to make Felicia look thought- 
ful, he finally was allowed to 
get on Mr. Solitaire's back. 
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"Much good it did him 1 
The filly and I paired off just 
as if we were having a bridle 
trip in double harness; but do 
his best, Mr. Lewis could not 
keep the grey abreast of us. 
Twenty feet in front, or thirty 
feet behind, that was where 
he was during the whole ride, 
and Lewis fought one long 
battle trying to make it other- 
wise. He had had the reins 
buckled to the lower bar of 
the curb, so it must have 
been pretty bad for the grey, 
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but there was no flinching 
about him. 
" Every now and then 1 could 
hear the blows of the quirt 
behind me ; and when, occa- 
sionally, the grey passed us, I 
could see his sides gored and 
bleeding where they had been 
torn by the spurs, and bloody 
foam was all round his jaw, 
and flecked his chest and 
flanks. But he knew what he 
meant to do, and he did it 
■ without any heed to his own 
suffering. There was joy when 
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the filiy told us that every 
time the swish of the quirt 
was heard she could feel her 
rider shiveralittle; and Felicia 
must have been distressed at 
the look of the horse, for she 
cut the ride short by suggest- . 
ing a return home. 
"Sagitta informed us after- 
ward that if Mr. Lewis had 
' been bad the day before he ' 
. was the devil that afternoon 
on the verandah, and Miss 
Fairley treated him like one. 
' What is more, she vetoed a ' 
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and reminded Miss Fairley 
that she had promised to show 
us where we should find some 
fringed gentians; and though 
it was the coldest day of the 
autumn, Felicia didn't object, 
but ordered Miss Gaiety sad- 
dled, and away we went. 
"We really had a very good 
time getting those gentians I 
Nothing was ever done with 
the flowers, however, owing 
to circumstances which con- 
stitute the most painful part 
of my confession. For a horse 
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wait for orders, but sprang 
after her at a pace that would 
have settled it before many 
minutes. Just as I had got 
my gait, however, my poor 
dear gave a groan, reeled in 
his saddle, and before I could 
check myself he pitched from 
my back to the ground. I 
could not stop my momentum 
under thirty feet, but I was 
back at his side in a moment, 
sniffing at him, and turning 
him over with my nose, for 
his wounded arm was twisted 
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wasn't anything. Just then, 
by good luck, along came a 
farmer in an ox-cart. They 
lifted my poor dear into it, and 
a pretty gloomy procession 
took up its walk for Yantic. 
" When we arrived at the 
Fairleys' house, there was a 
to-do, as you may imagine. 
He was carried upstairs, while 
1 went for the doctor, taking 
a groom with me, because 
humans are so stupid that they 
only understand each other. I 
taught that groom a thing or , 
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two about what a horse can 
do in the way of speed that 1 
don't believe he has ever for- 
gotten." 

" Did you do better than 
i.35J^?" inquired the Ken- 
tucl<ian ; but Reveille paid no 
heed to the question. 

"After that sprint I had about 
the dullest month of my life, 
standing doing nothing in the 
Fairleys' stable, while nearly 
dying of anxiety and regret. 
The only thing of the slightest 
interest in all that time oc- 
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curred the day after our at- 
tempted runaway, when Mr. 
Lewis came down to the 
stable, and gave orders about 
having the big grey sent after 
him. He was n't a bit in a 
sweet temper— that 1 could 
see ; and though 1 overheard 
one of the grooms say that he 
was to come back later, as 
soon as the nurse and doctors 
were out of the house, the big 
grey thought otherwise, and 
predicted that we should never 
see each other again. Our 
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parting was truly touching, 
and put tears in the filly's eyes. 

" ' Friends,' said Solitaire, ' I 
don't think he will ever for- 
give me, and 1 suppose I am 
in for a lot of brutality from 
him ; but I am not sorry. If 
you ever give me another 
thought please say to your- 
self: " He did his best to save 
a woman from having her life 
made one long nightmare by 
a cruel master."' 

" Nothing much happened 

in the weeks my Major was 
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housed, with the exception of 
one development that had for 
me an extremely informing 
and delightful quality. One 
day, about a month after our 
cropper, Felicia came down to 
the stable, and without so 
much as a look or a word for 
Miss Gaiety, came straight 
into my stall, flung her arms 
about my neck, and laid her 
soft cheek caressingly against 
it, for some moments. Then 
she kissed me on the nose 
very tenderly, and offered me 
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what I thought were some 
little white stones. 1 had never 
tasted sugar before, and noth- 
ing but her repeated tempting 
and urging persuaded me to 
keep the lumps in my mouth 
long enough to get the taste 
on my tongue. (1 have to con- 
fess that since then 1 have de- 
veloped a strong liking for all 
forms of sweetmeats.) What 
is more, she came down every 
day after that, and sometimes 
twice a day, to caress and 
feed me. There was no doubt 
9J 
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about it, that for some reason 
she had become extraordi- 
narily fond of me I 
'Mt is awfully hard in this 
world to know what will turn 
out the best thing. As a 
matter of fact, the tumble off 
my back was about the luckiest 
accident that ever befell my 
Major ; for it broke open the 
old wound, and as the local 
doctors did not have six hun- 
dred other injured men under 
them, they could give it proper 
attention, which the hospital 
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erran's, an' play to him, an' 
read aloud to him, an' him got 
nothin' to do but just lay back 
easy an' look at her. ' 

''Then I realised that it would 
be some time before he would 
feel strong enough to go back 
to his ordnance inspecting. 

''Finally, one afternoon, the 
filly and I were saddled and 
brought round to the front 
door, and there were Miss 
Fairley and my Major, both 
looking as well and happy as 
their best friend would want 
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that presently, try her best, 
she had to come to a halt, too. 
Then there was a most awk- 
ward silence, until suddenly 
my Major burst out, more as 
if the sentence were shot from 
a gun than as if he were 
speaking it : 

" ' Oh, Felicia, if you could 
only — ' 

" That seemed to me too in- 
definite a wish to answer 
easily, and apparently Miss 
Fairley thought the same, for 
another silence ensued which 
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** * She has a very bad seat 
in her saddle,' the mare told 
me, * and she is resting all her 
weight on the side next you.' 

" 'Then, Miss Gaiety,' I sug- 
gested, * I think they will like 
it if we snuggle.' 

" 'Well, just for this once I 
will,' replied the filly, shyly." 

Reveille turned in his stall, 
and, walking over to his 
manger, picked up a wisp of 
hay. But the action was 
greeted by an outburst from 
the ladies. 
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"Oh, you are not going to 
stop there, dear Mr.Reveillel" 
they chorused. 

" I always did hate a quitter 
on the home stretch," chimed 
in the discontented cob, 
pleased to have a grievance. 

The narrator shook his head. 

" No, gentlemen," he as- 
serted, "who overheard what 
followed would ever tell of it; 
and a horse has an even higher 
standard of honour." 

"Ah, darling Mr. Reveille," 

pleaded the feminine part of 
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his audience, "just a little 
more ! " 

" I hate to seem mulish," re- 
sponded the horse, " and so I 
will add one small incident 
that is too good not to be re- 
peated. When we rode up to 
the house that evening, shame- 
fully late for dinner, my Major 
lifted Miss Fairley off Miss 
Gaiety in a way that suggested 
that she might be very break- 
able, and, after something 1 
don't choose to tell you about, 
he said : 
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" ' I wonder if we shall ever 
have another such ride ! ' 

" ' It does n't seem possible, 
Stanley,' whispered my Feli- 
cia, very softly. ' You know, 
even the horses seemed to 
understand I ' " 

Just as Reveille finished thus, 
a human voice was heard, 
saying : 

"You will have the veteri- 
nary see the cob at once, and 
let me know if it is a case 
which requires more than 
blistering." 

107 



HIS VERSION OF IT 

Then came a second and very 
treblevoice. *Tapa,"itbegged, 
*' will 00 lif me up on ol' We- 
veille's back ? " And the next 
moment a child of three was 
sitting astride the old warrior 
and clinging to his mane. 

''Well, you old scoundrel," 
said the human, ''do you 
know you are getting out- 
rageously fat ? " 

" Weveille is n't not any 
scoundwel," denied the child, 
earnestly. ' ' Mama says We- 
veille is a' or darlin'." 
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" Your mama, fortunately for 
Reveille and me, always had 
a soft spot for idiots," ex- 
plained the man, stroking the 
horse's nose affectionately. 
"But I will say this for the 
old fellow ; if most folly re- 
sulted as well as his, there 
would be a big premium on 
fools." 

Reveille winked his off eye 
at the other steeds. 

" Aren't these humans com- 
ical ? " he laughed. 

109 



"Mfs 



mo 



